MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
look on his face.  He put it down by the young woman with us who tasted it and exclaimed:   "They've heated
it."
It turned out afterwards that it had been milked outi of a goat in the back yard. My courier was at that time downstairs having his drinks, so I asked the young proprietor in Italian for some ice to put in the milk, and he laughed. I thought he was laughing at my Italian, but he said: "Say, bo, you might as well ask me for a gold mine over here."
Of course consternation and astonishment were registered by all of us.
I said: "Where did you get that Second Avenue East Side English?"
"I lived there," he said.
"Aren't you Italian?"
"Yes, I was; but I went over there with me parents." He had lived all his life on the East Side.
I said:   "What are you doing here?"
"Well," he said, "me uncle bought this place."
His uncle, it seems, had gone to the United States years before and had made some money in a restaurant. He had bought this inn when he had made enough money to do so. It was rather an historic place in a way.
"Are you going to stay here?"     Margaret Illington
